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By AUGUSTUS THOMAS.
Tk rY earliest recollections blend

with incident of the civil

' A war. Anions them are my
mother trying to lildo her tears as my
father goes down the front stairs to
the orderly who holds the second horse
with the brass bound raddle almost as
deep as the baby's cradle; and summer
nights, as, kneeling, my mother holds
me In her arms by the open window
while wo both listen to an awesome
and rhythmic beat somewhere In the
distance which she tells me ts "the
troops" and explains how their feet
ail striking the ground at the same
tlmo make that sound.

It was the heart throws of a bleed-lo- g

nation.
I remember the bitterness In the

Missouri Legislature, where I was a
pago boy somo years later, when a
crash would occur between a Republi-
can and a Democrat suspected of hav-
ing been a Copperhead. An a page boy
In Washington In 1870 1 noted the dis-
trust and sometimes the odium that
attached Itself to the conduct of the
hancUome and distinguished looking
but sinister Fernando Wood, and I
picked up tlio frequent whisper of
Copperhead. As a youth I saw elec-
tions in Missouri whero the cry of
Copperhead produced cleavages and
alignments as metallic as the name
Itself; and quite as late as the Presi-
dency of Grover Cleveland Copperhead
was an epithet aa scarifying as that
of ronvlct.

When I read Mr. Landis'n book "The
Glory of HU Country" I found no
exaggeration In the sustained hatred
for the central figure who was sup-
posed to have been a Copperhead and
I understand the reported feeling that
had iburned unabated for nearly forty
years. I remembered Gen. Grant's
prediction that such would be the con-
dition and his statement to the effect
that no man's political career had sur-
vived his opposition to a popular war.
AU those facts and their parallels In
tho present situation made me believe
that not only might a play be written
that would have popular appeal but
that a patriotic service might be
thereby rendered. I speak of a patri-
otic sen-ic-e because to most men writ-
ing now this terrible war has thrown
them quite out of adjustment with
their usual work, and It Is possible, to
have real enthusiasm only when somo
part of the work that one does under-
take lends Itself toward helping in
nome way to the victory for which we
all hope.

No man Is such a prisoner as one
who Is caught up and held bound by
an idea, and when the idea is a wrong
one it takes often a pretty rude shock
to ahake him out of it. Many of the
Copperheads of 1861 were sincere.
Many of our present Copperheads are
sincere, and the fact that they are in
the minority means little to them when
they think they are right. But if by a
parallel borne out by history they can
bo shocked Into a consciousness of the
unholy quality of the thing they are
doing It Is posslblo that they may be
silenced, if not reformed. Mr. Landls's
book had tho double value of address-
ing tno present situation by resem-
blance and not by direct accusation.
Much of the value of .Esop's and La
Fontaine's fables is that, like ready
made clothing, they may be adjusted
to any wearer that they come near
fitting without humiliating Mm by
measuring him for the garment. And
I rather felt that a war play of 1861
would be better patriotic propaganda
than a war play with our soldiers of
the present day, which would look
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moro like, a bit of newspaper reporting
than It would like a drama.

I am rSructant to write of tho play
and not at the same time to express
my appreciation of Mr. Harrymore's
wonderful performance. Hctter even
than the prompter, I know each line
that he Is going to speak, yet there are
long stretches In his performance
when it seems to me a reality rather
than an assumption, and I have been
gratified to find that the opinion of all
with whom I have talked who have
seen it.

"The Copperhe.id" Is divided Into
two epochs. The flr.st Is In the spring
of 1SC1, Just after tlio President has
called for 75,000 volunteers. The men
of the little village have all responded
to the call all except Milt Shanks.
The women are busy making uniforms
for the soldiers, moulding bullets, &c.
Grandma Perley, aged 74, who has lost
relatives In evcrv war the United
States has engaged In up to that time,
encounters Shatiks's son Joey, who has
been drilling with the volunteers,
moulding bullets. As ho Is only 16 his
mother has not given her consent to
his enlisting.

Grandma Is that you, Joey?
Joey Yes'm.
Grandma Where's your ma?
Joey Sewing inside.
Grandma You seem cross about

sunipln"?
Joey I want to be drillin' and thev

detailed mo doln' this.
Grandma Drillin'?
Joey Yes.
Grandma "Detailed" ye? Have you

volunteered?
Joey You bet I've volunteered.
Grandma (in approval) Well, then

you go drill I'll do that for you.
Joey Maybe you wouldn't know

how, Mrs. Perley.
Grandma Yes, I would.
Joey (explaining) This Is hot lead

A drop of It'll burn right thro' yer
shoe before you kin kick it off.

Grandma I know.
Joey You pour it In theso holes

with this Iron spoon.
Grandma Lord, boy, dont teach yer

gran'mother how to suck ulgs! I
moulded byllets fer Andrew Jackson.
Where's your knife to trim 'em?

Joey This is It.
Grandma All right. Itun along and

drill.
Joey (with sample) But these ain't

exactly bullets. They're mlnnie balls.
That ring round 'em Is to fasten the
paper cartridge on to. Here's one
with the cattridge on It--

Grandma I know all about it. And
the ring holds mutton taller that turns
Into verdy grease an' you can't volun-
teer unless ye got front teeth ter tear
the cottrldge paper to let the powder
out when you ram the cottrldge home.

Joey That's right. Grandma.
Grandma In 1812 every man had a

powder horn. This Id ear of tho pow-

der fastened right on tho bullet Is
twice as quick.

Joey And tho sharp nose on the
bullet makes 'cm go further.

Grandma Let a Yankee alone fer
Inventions. Go on and drill, my boy!

Joey Thank you, Grandma.
(Enter Ma Mrs. Shanks She Is a

beautiful, dark haired drudge. She
carries a coat).

Ma Where are goln", Joey?
Joey Ter drill.
Ma I want you.
Joey (going) They ain't time, Ma,

now nonest, tney ain t!
Grandma Lot him alone, Mrs.

Shanks. I told him I'd wpell him at
these moulds. It's women's work, any-
how, at war times.

Ma You're apollin' him.
Grandma A boy 'at wants ter vol-

unteer has a right ter be spoiled
some!

ACT III.
The second epoch of "The Copper-

head" Is laid In tho early '90s. Shanks
has suffered forty years of ostracism
from tho neighbors. His only human tie
Is with his granddaughter, Madeline
King, the daughter of the little Elsie
of the first epoch. Madeline, now In
her twenties, has been away from her
grandfather since she was 12 years
old. In Boston, her school terms being
financed there by a Mrs. Manning,
who had come to tho little middle
Western village, now grown to a con-
siderable sized town, from Boston.
Mrs. Manning has a son, Philip, a lit-
tle older than Madeline. The young
people are in love with each other.
Philip has gone Into tho Legislature,
largely on tho advice of old Shanks,
who sees In tho young lawyer a re-
semblance to tho dead young soldier
Joey. Madeline docs not know all the
unsavory character of her grand-
father's reputation with his neighbors.
Madeline for the past year or two has
been following the career of singer Ina
Chicago church. She is now a candi-
date for a teacher's place in the local
sehools. Philip's mother Is in charge
of the campaign to place her In the
school board's service Newt Gillespie
has continued the most Inveterate and
bitter of Shanks's enemies. Gillespie's
daughter la Madeline's competitor for
the school teacher's place. Shanks
meantime has been working lor the
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release of Lem Tollard from Jollci
penitentiary, where tho latter has been
incarcerated since tho affulr of tho
murder of members of the Sheriff's
posse In Kentucky. Philip and n Dr.
Randall of Chicago, who has been
Madeline's physician, had aided him,
and their efforts have Just brought
success. Dr. Randall has come to see
Shanks about Tollard's release. Mean-
time Philip has won Madeline's con-

sent to marry him, anticipating the
doctor, also a suitor, by about ten
minutes. Shanks arrives from the vil-

lage Just on the heels of tho doctor's
discomfiture.

Shanks Sit down, doctor. How
do you think Madeline's looking?

Handall Looking? Why, hear,
breaklngly happy, sir.

Shanks Heart breaking?
Madeline He's laughing at me,

grandpa, becauso I've been foolish
enough to tell him a secret, but I'll
not let him laugh at you too; I'm
engaged, grandpa.

Shanks (unhappy at the Idea thai
tho man Is Handall) Why
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Madeline To Philip Manning.
Shanks To Philip well, I'm happy

too. That (to Randall) that'll keep
her here (to Madeline) unless you
go to (To Kandnll). The
young man's In the Fact
you've heard him talk to your com
mission.

Handall (nodding) I met him here
y.

Shanks Engaged! So you don't
care anything about tho teacher's po-

sition then?
Madeline Oh, but I do nil the more
I've got to be perfectly
so that Philip shan't feel too sure

about It. (All laugh.)
Shanks I reckon you've seen her

more'n her has llvln' in

Randall It must bo lonely by your
self what do you do here, Mr.
Shanks, when she's away?

Shanks Well I read an' I think
considerable an' I cook some for
myself besides a good deal of it's
hahlt

Randall Yes, these machines of
ours are very adjustable things.

Shanks Machines?
Randall Our bodlos.
Shanks Yes, but I calculate It's

more a man's Ideas how ho thinks.
Automobiles go long that mad now,
but I've seen rldln' by In the
'60s, un' cannons, four Iiossoh to 'em
Gen. Logan "Flghtln" John" they
called htm rested hlssolf in that chair
yer sittln' in. Madeline's
give Mm a drink o' water.

Randall Madeline'
Shanks My wife dead now. An'

when nothln'e goln' by I kin seo John
Logan an his calvary plainer than I
see the automobiles how do you 'count
for that?

Randall Deeper
Shanks Madeline's mother played

roun under them Mac bushes Made-lin- o

played under 'em somehow I see
tho mother clearest an' along In May,
when the smell of 'em comes In the
winder 'bout sundown why I can't
say it makes me 'xactly
but If I was a woman, by thunder, I'd
Je' cry I reckon. (Smiles.)

Madeline Dear Granpa, I won't
leave you alone ao much any more.

Shanks Nonsense! Why she's
spent years In Boston preparln her- -
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self. (To Madeline.) Don't you fret
about me.

Handall You aay Logan sat In this
chair?

Shanks Yen, FlghtltV John.
Randall Was your son with Logan?
Hhanks With Grant.
Handall Killed at Vlcksbur.
Shanks You hearcd of Joey?
Madeline Yes, grandpa-Shan-ks

Oh, yes, Vlcksburg.
Handall A hard siege, I believe.
Shanks Grant didn't push It.
Handnll Didn't ho?
Shanks No.
Handall Tell me about It.

Shanks It's all as frosh as yester-
day. You see, tho' coutitry'd been
waiting fur Grant terdo sumpln'. (As
the glint of madness comes in Shanks's
eyes Madeline puts her hands together
In distress. Randall gestures silence.)

Handall Waiting for Grant.
Shanks Yes. So I went down there

myself. I sea to him, "What's tho de
lay, General?" I recollcc' he was set- -
In' on a tamp stool smokin', and

Madeline (goes to him) Granpa.
Shanks (feeling her touch) Yes,

dear.
Madeline You wero hero when they

brought Uncle Joey's body home,
weren't you? Here with granma.

Shanks Yes, here.
Madeline Then you couldn't have

been at VlckBburg, could you?
(Brushes his hair back.)

Madeline That's Just the dream
again, Granpa the dream.

Shanks (pause to Randall) Ever
have a dream that way? Takes hold
o' you perfect till sumpln' brings, you
out of It.

Handall I know about them, a lit-

tle. Yes.
Shanks It's all right, dearie. Ex-

cuse me. I'll be all right In a minute.
(Goes up to fence.)

Madeline 1 had to interrupt him
It hurts me so when that delusion
comes over him.

Handall Ever violent with It?
Madeline Never excited a little in

telling It I used to believe him when
I was a child. Take a walk with me?
(Shanks returns.)

Handall Yes if you wish It.
Madeline I'll get a hat.
Shanks And yer letter, Doctor

,;nd o' excited me some brought
old times,

Handall Made you happy I hope.
Shanks I can't tell you how much.

The pore feller's been In there thirty-sig- ht

long years and night and day
I ve thought about him been workln'
on his case thirty years fifteen dlf-ere-

Legislatures.
Handall Still, his first sentence was

ieath.
Shanks War times. Doctor and

war time hate. If he'd Just had on a
different suit of clothes when we got

Ms

Inter that light he'd been a prisoner
V war and set free In two years Jlst
as Philip Manning said ter yer board.

Handall Does Tollard find any of
his old friends living?

ShankB He ain't been here to my
knowledge.

Handall Hasn't?
Shanks Your letter was tho first

hint I had he was free,
Handall It must have startled you.
Shanks Don't tell her.
Handall I won't.
Shanks She knows the folks here

have been against me purty hard
but I've kept all that prison talk and

sentence o' death business out her
life and I'm gonna see Tollard first
an' tell him not ter talk 'cause If ho
ain't got any place else ter go, I plan
ter tako him In hore yes, lr.

Randall (gives hand) You're a
Christian gentleman, Mr. Shanks.

Shanks (shakes hand) Some back-slldl- n'

I used horrible language ilurin'
tho war. (Enter Gillespie In Grand
Army uniform.)

Gillespie Shanks.
Shanks Well, Nowt -
Gillespie Busy?
Shanks I've got a friend vlsltin'

here. (Enter Madeline.)
Madeline I'm going to walk up and

meet Mrs. Manning, Granpa.
Gillespie That's her ain't It?
Shanks Madeline, this Is Mr. Newt

Gillespie.
Modellno How do you do, sir?
Glllesplo Elsie's daughter?
Shanks Yes.
Gillespie I knowed yer grand

mother, young woman.
Madeline I never saw her.
Gliuesple wen, anybody at over

did would a knowed she was your
grandmother. Don't lemme keep you

because us men have some buslnei
Madeline We'll go then come doc-

tor, (Doctor ppens gate, oxlts with
Madeline,)

Gillespie I don't call on you very
of'en, Milt.

ShanU No.
Gillespie But I ain't llko Hardy I

ain't tongue tied.

ACT IV.
fearful for Madeline's hap

plness, resolves to tell the truth shout
his real sympathies and loyalty, dur
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Chicago.

cavalry

Shanks,

lng the war. Madeline has broken her
engagement to Philip. But he will
not agree. The scene Is the sitting
room of Shanks's humblo and rather
grim homo. Old Shanks has assem
bled Captain nuw Col. Hardy, Gillespie.,
Mrs. Manning, Philip and Dr. Randall
and begins his Justification:

Mrs. Manning I've Just got to bo
straightforward with you, Mr, Shanks,

Shanks Best way aliens If yo kin
straightforward! ,

Mrs. Manning Wero you over
convicted on a criminal charge?

Shanks Once.
Mrs. Manning That man said tho

penitentiary',
Gillespie And I said so too.
Mrs. Manning I hate to add a mo-

ment to your unhapplness, Mrs.
Shanks. I'm perfectly willing to con
cede that there was some mistake
about It that you were probably In
nocent of the charge, but

Shanks No, I took 'em me and
some other fellers workln' for tho
South. Them was war times, recol
lec', an' they wanted tho horses fur
John Mosby In Kentucky, 'f I'd been
In the army it'd been all right, but I
was I wasn't In the army. So

Mrs. Manning You must bcllevo I
haven't meant to hurt you, Mr.
Shanks.

Shanks Course. Yer Jlst thinkln'
about yer boy.

Mrs. Manning That's all.
Philip Never mind about me,
Shanks That's all 'at matters now.

I don't care about myself. Two other
fellers was convicted 'long with me,
One of 'em's gone now; you saw tho
other one so I don't have to
say anything for them. But I would

Folks called 'em "copperheads," but
they thought they was workln' fur
their country, same as folks on the
other side. Grant understood. Ho
gavo every feller his side nrms and his
hoss at Appomatax. Grant said:
"You'll need the horses, boys, to plant
yer crops." That's what Abe Lincoln
would o' said too. Er Sorry, Philip
awful sorry.

Philip Over fifty years ago, Mr.
Shanks. It's a damned shame to dig
It up now. There's a moral statute of
limitations and I hope that In fifty
years I'll have as clean a heart.

Shanks He he used to put his
hands on my shoulders too. I wish
Hardy'd come but there's something
we kin do while we're waiting. (Has
gone to desk gets old revolver In
taper, unwraps It-- There is a tag
on it--)

Mrs. Manning Is that loaded?
Shanks Four barrels yos.
Gillespie I didn't bring any gun.
Shanks You kin have this one,

Newt. (To Madeline.) Dearie, git tho
corkscrew for me. (Madeline goes for
old folding corkscrew in buffet.)

Philip Mrs. Shanks.
Shanks At my trial this was

marked exhibit B. Two barrels fired.
Tho rest are Just as we left 'em,
Take that corkscrew, Philip, and pull
out the wads and the powder, 'cause
they never was any bullets In 'em. I
didn't say that at the trial, 'cause I
didn't want to lay jhe blame all on the
others but I ain't a murderer, Made-
line.

Madeline Of course . you aren't,
dear.

Gillespie You've hed thirty-eigh- t
years ter git out the bullets yerself.

Shanks That's so and I only want
to convince Madeline about that. I've
never told her a story.

Philip I believe you, too.
Gillespie Well, I don't and It's

time for your school board mcetin',
Mrs. Manning. (Enter Hardy.)

Shanks Come In, Col. Hardy, come
In, ilr. Sit down, Mrs. Manning. A
short horse is soon curried, and my
business won't keep the men standln'
long. Sit down, Muddy, dear you
kin stan' by her, Philip. (Pause as
group arranges Itself.) Doctor Ran-
dall, Philip, Col. Hardy and me wan
boys together. Our Congressman give
me an appointment to West Point, but
Tom Hardy ought o' had It. Besides,
'twasn't convenient fur me to go to
West Point Jest then, so I resigned It
fur him. 'Fore that, we went together
to a school where Abe Lincoln come
and talked to us. Wo both knowed
him from that tlmo untlt he was
elected President nln't that so, Col.
Hardy?

Hardy Yes.
.Shanks (gets Lincoln mask from

mantel, blows dust from it) Lincoln!
We was together at his house 'fore he
sturted for Washington. A sculpture
man was there to take a plaster parls
model of Ms face. Most folks think
this la a after death thing, but CoL
Hardy and mo saw it took Je.V
throwed tho soft plaster on his face
and let It got hard. Lincoln was sittln'
lo a armchair like you are. (To Mrs.
Manning.) In this box (gets It from
desk) where I have my letters and
keepsakes Is a modef of Lincoln's hand

the hand that wrote tho emancipa-
tion of slavery. (Pause.) Tho sculp
ture man sent me theso hlsself, so
they're genuine. That stick's a piece
of broomhandle Lincoln sawed off
while Volk (reads name on cast)
that was the sculpture feller's name
while Volk was mlxln" plaster In a
washbowl, (Shows hand by his own.)
Hlgger man n me every way, (Pause.)
All of tho statues of Lincoln nowadays
Is copied from this (pause) so you
see we knowed him, (Pause.) Then
the war broke out. Hardy tuk a vow
to support his country. I took one to
destroy It. Hardy's company marched
off my Joey, only IS, along with 'em.
His mother leant agin tho fence an'
the women fanned her an', my God.
he looked like a soldlor! (Regards
picture of Joey.) (To Philip.) You
was probably thinner at 16 yerself.

Philip Yes. I was.
Shanks I was peektn" from somo

bushes cud o' almost teched Mm as
they marched by (pause) blue eyes

(To Mrs. Manning. Pause.) His
mothor never said a word cried quite
a spell. Well, us Knights o' the Golden
Circle

Gillespie Copperheads
Shanks (pause) Golden Circle wo

sent help to the South all we could
and we plzened cattlo; and I went to
Richmond Vlrginny twlct. Time
went on, an' Vlcksburg come, and ono
night ft feller came Into town on a box
car and come up to our gato.

"When'd you hear from Joe?" sez he,
"Last week," I sez.
"How was he?" sez he,
"All right," I sez, and ho sez: "Joe's

dead." (Pause. To Madeline) I kin
see yer grama yet, a cryln' by the well,
pettln' the corner of It where Joey'd
been, Bym' by I leant over to tech
her, but sho drawed away
and "For Gawd's sake, Milt
Shanks, yer unclean!" (Pause. To
Mrs. Manning, his mother (pause)
two or three days she was plnln' with
her face again the letters he'd wrote
home, and then (pause) an' the two

her and Joey was buried at tho
same time. (Pause) At the church-Inst- ead

of the trouble I expected from
tho neighbors, they was all strange

like an' kind, 'cept when I went to look
at the pine coffin, underneath the flag
whero Joey was. Nowt Glllesplo took
me by tho arm and said (pause): You
toll 'em, Nowt, what you said to me.

Gillespie 1 hcv told 'em more'n
on co.

Shanks Tell her. Sho never heard
it. '

Olllcsplo I'd glvo my word 'foro ho
died.

Shanks (to Madeline) Ills word to
Joey,

Gillespie Yes. Ho said: "If you tako
me back don't let Mm see mo. If ho
only fouoht on tho other side I'd bin
proud, even If ho'd been the one that
shot me but no copperhead." An' I
did. Right In the church I Jes' tuk
him by the arm and said: "It was his
particular last request" quiet like as
I'm talkln' now, and led him out o' the
church. An', by God, I'd do It again!

Madeline Oh, grandpa!
Shanks That left only little Elsie,

yer ma an' she was so little 1 couldn't
leave her alone, and I was carryln' her
on my arm. Newt Gillespie was tho
only man 'at spoke to me and In the
whoks United States yes, In tho whole
world only one man wrote to me.
(Pause.) I kep' his letter natural
(gets letter from box) I'm gonta ask
Col. Hardy ter read It. (Takes letter
from old flag and hands It open to
Hardy.) Careful, Colonel. It's a keep.
Bake with me. An' then that's all I've
got to say. If 'twasn't for Madeline
and Philip and I know they're lovln'
each other and separatln'

Hardy My God! Who's craiy yon
or I Milt Shanks! Milt Shanks!

Randall What Is It, Colonel.
Shanks Read It, Col. Hardy.
Hardy (reads)

"ExEctiTlva Mansion.
"Washington, April 11, 1865.

"Mr. Milton Shanks, MilliHUc:
"Dvar Milt: Lee's surrender ends It

all. I cannot think of you without a
sense of guilt, but it had to be. I alone
know what you did, and, even more,
what you endured. I cannot reward
you man cannot reward anything
worth while thero Is only One who
can.

"I send you a flag handkerchief.
(Shanks unconsciously touches tho
hag.) It is not new, but you will prize
it the more for that. I hopo to shako
your hand some time.

"Your friend,
"A. LlN(X)I,N."

Shanks Colonel, do you recollec' the
time you druv mo to the train In
March o" '61?

Hardy Very well. You went to
look at cattle.

Shanks That's what I told you. I

win called to Washington by' Lincoln,
an' two days later.at night. In his
library White House he walked
over to'erd a winder, and, without
turning round ho says: "Milt "
(Pause.) Funny I remember a clock
tlckln' on the mantelpiece (Pause,)
I ser: "Mr. President " (Pause.)
"Milt, how much do you love your
country?" (Pause.) "I cahllate I'd die
fur It," I sez. (Shades head.) "Thou-
sands o' boys Is to do that."
Then he turned round. "Would you
give up sumpln" more'n life?" (Pause.)
"Try me," I sez. The President run
his hands thru his hair an' went on:
"It means to be odious in the eyes of
men and women ter eat yer heart out

alone for you can't tell yer wife
ner chile ner friend." (Pause.) "Go
on," I sez. (Pause.) "The South-
ern sympathizers are organizing
in our State really worse than
the soldiers. I want you tor jine
them Knights o' the Golden Circle ter
bo one of them a copperhead! their
leader. If you kin. I need you, Milt.
Yer country needs you." (Pause.)
Hadn't been two minutes slnco he was
laffln', but he lifted his hands, and It
seemed we wuz the only folks in the
world (pause) and that clock
(pause) funny I remember that.
(Pause.) "I'll do It." 1 aoz. (Pause)
He, tuk a little flag out o' his pocket- - --

llko as not this very one and put it
on the table like I'm puttln' It. (Pause.)
"As Chief Magistrate of the nation I

muster you Inter the nation's service,"
he said. He laid my hand where the
blue Is and all tho stars, and put his
hand over mine. Only open, of cour.-- o

(Uses his own hand) and bald
nutnin- - (pauve) jes look In my
eyes an' looked (pause. Nods.) Well
I Jlned them. (Pause.) It was terrible,
when I couldn't tell the boy (Looks
at Philip) when he marched off. (To
Mrs. Manning) Sixteen
blue eyes (Pause, Madelino takes Iiin
hand and kisses It) It ruined the
Governor that pardoned mo uut o'
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Jollct, where I was convicted to, but
I've alters figured he had his orders
from Washington same as mo an'
couldn't talk about It. An' even when
Vlcksburg come and Joey was dead,
why, the war wusn't over.

Hardy But, damn It, In all these
years we've despised you, why haven't
you told7

Shanks Told who? Couldn't tell
Joey or his mother, and, with them
gone everything clso seemed so so
useless. Only now, when It's seperut-I- n'

her an' Philip an' spoilln' her elec-
tion In the School Boa-rd-

Hardy Her election! Why, damn
II, that story'd elect a wooden Indian!

(Glllesplo grabs Shanks's coat.)
Randall What are you doing?
Gillespie Take that off. This coat

don't belong on me.
Shanks Newt not yer Grand Army

coat!
Gillespie Git In It. Git In It. You

ought to have worn It moro than forty
years. Here's the hat. (Goes to door,
carrying Shanks's coat.) Bring him
to that meetln. I'm a damn fool, but,
by God, I ain't no Bkunk! (Exit.)

Madeline Oh, Grandpa!
Shanks (loving the coat) Tho blue
Madeline, tho bluo!
Handull The hat, Mr. Shanks!
Shanks An' tho cord round It. If

they was only a lookln' glass.
Mrs. Manning Come, Colonel,
(Hardy crosses to Shanks. The two

men Join hands In speechless emotion
a moment.)

Shanks (forgiving) Tom! (Hardy
pats Shanks's shoulder and moves on
with flag.) All right, now, to carry
this, ain't it?

Philip I should say it was!
Shanks God! It's wonderful to

hev friends again!
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